MONTE CARLO
April

You ARE RIGHT to think that in my peregrinations from
one casino to another, in the hot, feverish life which is
incidental to such prowling, there are days when one
complains against the mutability of fortune, impugns
fate and the stars, and sighs for the preponderance of
blacks over reds.

Fortunately the latter colour predominated on the
Italian side of the border. As yet there has not even
been time to toy with a Monagasque plaque, but a few
minutes with Lord Mkhelham or Mr. Sidney Beer will
soon put me au cowant with life in the Principality.

The cheerful faces of the staff at the Metropole
Hotel told me at once of the good times here: it
scarcely needed Mr. Scheck, the manager, to say that
it was by far the best season they had enjoyed for
eight years. The signs stare you in the face all the
time, even to waiters radiating a cheerful atmosphere
as they dear tables after a meal, to the sound of their
own subdued humming.

There is an abundance of new wealth, if not of young
faces, owned by many who have never seen such life
before. I believe that the day of the perfect gigolo is
returning, which will enable Gilbert Fraakau to write a
sequel to his clever book, Danes, Unit Lady.

There is something splendidly artificial about Monte
Carlo, like a skilfully made-up woman, who never aflows
herself to be seen at dawn; you feel you could cot
be surprised to see Fred Astake or either of
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